Gust woe Flaubert Letters

Will you find me a refuge in my old age which is drawing
near to death? And what difference now does death or life
make to me for myself? Let us suppose that we die absolutely,
or that love does not follow into the other life, are we not up
to our last breath tormented by the desire, by the imperious
need of assuring those whom we leave behind all the happiness
possible? Can we go peacefully to sleep when we feel the shaken
earth ready to swallow up all those for whom we have lived?
A continuous happy life with one's family in spite of all, is
without doubt relatively a great good, the only consolation
that one could and that one would enjoy. But even supposing
external evil does not penetrate into our house, which is impos-
sible, you know very well, I could not approve of acquiescing
in indifference to what causes public unhappiness.

All that was foreseen. . . . Yes, certainly, I had foreseen
it as well as anyone! I saw the storm rising, I was aware, like
all those who do not live without thinking, of the evident ap-
proach of the cataclysm. When one sees the patient writhing                      j |
in agony is there any consolation in understanding his illness
thoroughly? When lightning strikes, are we calm because we
have heard the thunder rumble a long time before? j|

No, no, people do not isolate themselves, the ties of blood                     j

are not broken, people do not curse or scorn their kind.
Humanity is not a vain word. Our life is Composed of love,                     j

and not to love is to cease to live.                                                                 J

The people, you say!    The people is yourself and myself.                     i

It would be useless to deny it. There are not two races, the
distinction of classes only establishes relative and for the most                      |

part illusory inequalities.    I do not know if your ancestors                      I

were high up in the bourgeoisie; for my part, on my mother's                      f

side my roots spring directly from the people, and I feel them                      I

continually alive in the depth of my being. We all have them,
even if the origin is more or less effaced; the first men were
hunters and shepherds, then farmers and soldiers. Brigandage
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